LIONEL 
TRAIN5 

Catalog is Ready 




/ou> <u $15.95 a s 



SEE THE NEW 

ESEL LOCOS- 

and the marvelous 

DIESEL SWITCHER 



Boy! — I'll bet you and dad are planning a new and bigger LIONEL 
Railroad for this Christmas ! Lots of new LIONEL locos, cars, and 
accessories to choose from! You know, boys, nobody but LIONEL 
gives you true railroad realism. The new 1949 catalog tells all about 
the famous LIONEL smoke puffing locos, the built-in real R.R. 
whistles, and the sensational Lionel Electronic Railroad. 

WRITE FOR THE CATALOG TODAY! 



LIONEL 
TRAINS 



■ The Lionel Corporation 

j 15 East 26th Street 

1 Depot B. L. N. Y. City 

I I enclose 10c. Please send me the new 40-page, 

I full-color Lionel Train Catalog for 1949. 



YOU'LL HUNT UPTHISD£«D- t-^t, 
BEAT AND COLLECT VOUR MONEY 
If, EP TRACy ' 




WE TBIEP ALL DAY TO SEE MR 
WIBBS,THE FINANCIER, Bur 
HE'S GIVING A DINNER PARTY 
fZ? HQJA& AND 
T &B 
BOTHERED 




VOU WILL FINANCE 

THESE MARVELOUS 1 BFFF"'BBMM' 

INVENTIONS FOB i SLPPP.' 

ELMO, WON'T you, 

HORATIO? 




Al4S,'/»lH£BE 




AMP YOU CAN TAKE 
ALL THE SAMPLES YOU 
WANT.' I BELIEVE IN 
PASSfNGTHE STUFF 
flROU, 




ITISMVSISTER lOH/WELLl 
yOU SHALL MAURY! I t CAN 
SHE WILL NEHER BE'S^AKETHE 
QUEEN SNywfly, SO /SACRIFICE 
IT DOES NOT -r— f IF YOU CAW 
MATTER,' J I LEM/ME 





IT IS SETTLED THEN.' 

you will MARRy 

SISTER AND WE WILL 
HAVEyOUR/MONEy.' 



TOUCHY 

B^^^V' NOW FOR YOUR S IO,000 PRIZE QUESTION?^ 
WKL TORCHY TODD.' WHERE DID yOU SET * 

E-A THOSE SS5AT BIG BEAUTIFUL BYES? 




THE SUV WHO RUNS PlAV 
OFF OB FAY OFF ON THE 
RADIO IS A COUSIN OF MY 
LANPLAPY'S: HESI/VWWE 
THREE CONTESTANT TICKETS 
FOR TONISHTy THAT , 5THE - 




GET GOING, ERNIE! SEE THAT 
OFF OR PAY OFF', IS MOVED 
NEW STUDIO FAST' 
I'LL NOTIFY 'FARMERS 
AREN'T DUMB' TO 
WOVE INTO STUDIO F.' 



RIGHT, i 

WE HAVEN'T 

MUCH TIME 

TO MAKE THE 

SWITCH! IT'S ALMOST 

O'CLOCK RIGHT NOW.' 





NOW HERE'S VOUR QUESTION, 
MISS TOP?.' WHAT'S THE NAAAE OF 
THE SM4UEST CITY IN BALUCHI- 



VOU'LL SPENP THE NEXT HOUR i, 
ALONE WITH ME IN 
THAT LITTLE ROOM 




OH, YOU POOR MAN.' I COULDN'T ™ 
POSSIBLY TAKE YOUR MONEY NOW." 



I HATE MYSELF FOR J 
OOING THIS ' 
YOU, YOU 
GORGEOUS 

GIRL, you; 




JUSTCAlOff SIIGAH 



^T^HE theatre manager ran a finger around 
•*- his shirt collar and struggled with his breath- 
ing. Miss Sugar Shay, late of Dixie, sat de- 
murely on the edge of her chair, watching 
him hopefully through her big, soulful eyes. 
"Ah hope you-all will hire me, Mr. Manager. 
Ah'd just love to work in a theatre." She sighed. 
"Ah don't know what happens to my jobs. 
Ah work so hahd and the next thing, ah'm let 
out. The boss always says ah'm a distracting 
influence — whateveh that is." 

"I can understand it," the manager mutter- 
ed, mopping jhis forehead. "But I'll take a 
chance. How ' can I say 'No' when you turn 
those enormous, melting eyes on me? You're 
hired, Miss Shay." 

"Just call me Sugah, honey," Sugar beamed. 
"Ah know ah'Il just love working heah in your 
big, handsome theatre." 

Trying to keep his eyes off Sugar Shay's 
magnetic figure, the manager led the way to 
the cashier's box in front. "You'll sell tickets 
out here, Sugar. Here's the price list. Better 
get set because we're ready to open the box 
office right now." 

Resisting an impulse to hang around and 
watch the delightful movements of Sugar Shay, 
the manager retired to his office to cool his 
fevered brow and settle his pounding pulse. 
The very idea of firing a luscious creature like 
that. It was unthinkable. The man who would 
deprive himself of such delightful company 
was inhuman. But someone else's loss was 
his gain. 

The doorman appeared in the hall, his face 
pale. "You better get down here fast, boss. We 
got a riot out in front." 

The manager flew to the front doors. Al- 
though it was past opening time, the theatre 
was almost empty. The crowd was all in front, 
and all male. An immense mob of sweating, 
wild-eyed men surged around the ticket booth, 
ail fighting to buy tickets and exchange a few 
words with Miss Sugar Shay. 

The manager snatched open the ticket booth 
door, "Uh — you'd do much better inside, Sugar. 
I'll put old lady Feeny out here instead. I 
should have known better." 

"Did I do something wrong, honey?" Sugar 
demanded. "Those nice men kept coming back 
and buying tickets. My goodness, one man 
bought fifty tickets and he was trying to get 
hack to buy more when somebody slugged 
him. Ah can't understand it." 

"You'd better usher," the manager said. "If 



men are going to tag you around, you can 
lead them to their seats." - ■ 

From the darkened rear of the theatre, the 
manager watched results. Men stormed and 
stampeded to follow Sugar down the aisle — 
but once there they refused to stay. The whole 
howling mob had a tendency to trample one 
another to follow her back up the aisle. This 
time it took the combined efforts of the whole 
theatre staff to halt the riot and restore order. 

"I begin to understand" the manager mut- 
tered dazedly. "No wonder those bosses had 
to let you go, Sugar. With that face and figure 
you could start a riot in the Old Soldiers' 

Sugar pouted. "Then ah'm let out again?" 

"No. I've got a job you can handle and 
there won't be any men stampeding around. 
You'll work up in the projection booth, help- 
ing the operator run his projection machine 
and keep the film in order." 

Flashing him a dazzling smile of gratitude. 
Sugar took her place in the small booth where 
the great projection machine hurled its pic- 
tures down onto the distant screen. With a 
sigh of relief, the manager retired to check 
over the operation of his theatre. At least, he 
thought, I managed to settle that problem. 

Downstairs the theatre had gradually set- 
tled down to quiet as the evening show flash- 
ed on. The manager stood watching it, check- 
ing the audience with beaming satisfaction. 
Sugar's riot in front had at least brought in a 
crowd of men. 

Very suddenly the picture on the screen 
flickered, danced and went off. The audience 
began to clap and whistle noisily as the sound 
continued from the blank screen. 

"A film break," the manager growled. He 
waited, and when no movie reappeared, went 
galloping up the stairs with foreboding in his 

He burst into the projection booth and 
clapped his hand to his head. The huge pro- 
jection machine lay on" the floor in a thousand 
scattered pieces. Sugar and the operator were 
on their knees amid the litter. The operator 
looked up dazedly. "She wanted to know how 
the projector operated, Boss, so I took it apart 
to show her. We'll have it back together again 
in an hour or two. Uh — she's helping me." 

Sugar took one look at the manager's wild 
eyes and distorted face. She got up sadly. "Ah'm 
afraid ah cain't wait, honey. Ah think ah just 
lost me anothah good job and ah simply can't 
figure why." 



LET'S- 
GO , 

then: 


f BUT WE'RE THREE 1 
) HOURS EARLY /AMP 
' ALONZO SAID NOTTO , 
GETTO HISOFFICE ■ / - 
-T UNTIL AFTER LUNCH.' 






IfrJ THAT'S WHV^ 

- ^^7 I'VE GOTA 
^^J^ HUNCH we 
H^^A' SHOULD * 
^^^B GET THERE 

^«8sS BEFORE 

. .■ .■ ,\ LUNCH! 






i'TjKT 




'' '^ 


, ...■!.■■■. 




\K --/H^r 




^ J^l 




TOUCHY 




MEANS 
YOU'LL 



THRILLING TALES PLUS THE 

FINEST ILLUSTRATIONS 

MAKE THESE MAGAZINES 

THE MOST POPULAR 

IN THE FIELD! 




On sale on your 
favorite newsstand! 



